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SLUDGEMOBILE 
SOLD FOR SCRAP 


The Sludgemobile, the 1959 Edsel that drove Deja Voodoo to shows 
for a year and a half before dying, has been sold for scrap metal. 

Plans to turn the car into a museum, trailer, or planter had to be 
scrapped when the band was forced to move the car.on short notice 
before leaving on their last western tour. Attempts to sell the Edsel as 
a real car fell through when potential buyers learned it needed a new 
universal joint. 

The Sludgemobile. was sold to a scrap dealer on Sunday, July 21. 
That Wednesday, Deja Voodoo reached Winnipeg and found a new 
universal joint. 


Makes a dandy chair: Deja Voodoo’s Gerard Van Herk uses 
the Sludgemobile to tune up before a show in Saskatoon, 
June 1984. Photo Dan Rendek. 


The first annual Deja Voodoo 
Barbecue will take place Friday, 
November 22, in the church base- 
ment of Paroisse St-Denis, 454 
Laurier Est. 

Live music will be supplied by De- 
ja Voodoo, Terminal Sunglasses, 
Ray Condo & his Hard Rock Goners, 
the Gruesomes, and Toronto’s Chris 
Houston, performing solo. 

Two shows are scheduled — an 


BARBEQUE! 


all-ages show at 7:00 p.m., and an 
over-18 show (with beer) at 10:30 
p.m. All five bands will play both 
shows, and the first 200 arrivals at 
each show will get a free ham- 
burger, cooked up by the voodoo 
guys themselves. Admission to 
each show is three dollars. 

Paroisse St-Denis is directly 
across the street from the Laurier 
metro (Laurier St. exit). 


New Compilation ready 


It Came From Canada, Og 
Music’s compilation of eleven cool 
Canadian bands, is scheduled for a 
late November release. 

Musical styles on the 14-song 
album range from country to 
psychedelia to punk to blues, all 
played by bands who take a style 
and mess around with it until they 
make it their own. 

Representing Montreal on the LP 
are Deja Voodoo (‘Lonely Motel,” 
“House of Dr. Stimuli’? dance ver- 
sion), Terminal Sunglasses (‘‘Anten- 
na Dilemma,” “Don’t Be Doing It In 
Front Of The Penguins’’), Ray Condo 
& his Hardrock Goners (‘‘Rock 
Island Line’’), the Gruesomes (‘‘For 
"Acid Flas 
Other cool stuff comes from Van- 
couver’s Enigmas (“Bad Meat”), Ed- 
monton’s Jerry Jerry & the Sons of 
Rhythm Orchestra (“Radical Look,” 


All. | Care”’), ae Dog _ Popper 
aK . 
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“Bad Idea’) and Dusty Chaps 
(“Yukon Buddy’’), Toronto’s Chris 
Houston (‘‘Surfin’ on Heroin’) and 
U.I.C. (“2 Plus 2 equals ?’’), and Ot- 
tawa’s Calamity Janes (‘Lorna of 
the Jungle’’). 

Twelve of the album’s 14 songs 
have never before been released on 
record, although about half the 
bands have previous releases 
available. Deja Voodoo, Jerry Jerry, 
and Terminal Sunglasses have 
albums out on Og, the Enigmas 
psych-punk Strangely Wild EP is on 
Zulu Records, and U.I.C., My Dog 
Popper, and ex-Forgotten Rebel 
Chris Houston have all released 
cassettes. 

The album features a full-colour 


“monster comic cover-ana Tors-oT 


liner notes. Distribution in Canada 
will be handled by Record Peddler, 
Bonaparte, and Zulu, and in the US 
by Midnight. 


Voodoo video finished 


Deja Voodoo’s House of Dr. 
Stimuli video is finished. 

The video, by Montreal’s Perfo 30 
group, features the demented duo in 
a black-and-white horror setting that 
steals liberally from The Cabinet of 
Dr. Caligari, 1930s horror classics, 
the Flintstones, and Abbott & 
Costello. 

Following an official launching at 
the Spectrum in Montreal November 
9, House of Dr. Stimuli will be 
available for screening. Already ex- 
pressing interest in the video are 
Canada’s national video network 


Muchmusic and outlets in Ottawa, 
Winnipeg, New York, and the west 
coast. 

The $250-budget two-minute 
video features props made of card- 
board (guitar, walls, skeletons) and 
styrofoam (doors, clothes). 

Deja Voodoo’s super-8 film 
Sludgeabilly Monsters from Outer 
Space, made on a $400 budget by in- 
dependent filmmaker Dan Rendek, 
has been transferred to video for 
sound dubbing, with no word yet on 
a completion date. 


Voodoo guys survive 


Deja Voodoo completed a fifth 


# western Canada tour this summer, 
i travelling by bus to shows in 
a Hamilton, 


Toronto, Winnipeg, 
Regina, Saskatoon, Edmonton, Vic- 


id toria, Vancouver, London, Toronto 


(again), Ottawa, and Guelph. Those 
shows, plus six in the Montreal 


@ area, exposed over 4000 people to 


the sound of sludge. 

At the London and second Toron- 
to dates, Deja Voodoo opened for 
ex-Gun Club leader and fat junkie 
Jeffrey Lee Pierce. 

Audiences received the band with 


18,000-mile bus trip 


their customary warmth, going 
Lizard-crazy in Ottawa and getting 
the voodoo boys invited back for 
return shows everywhere they 
played (except maybe Guelph). 

Low point of the tour was the 
cancellation of shows in Calgary 
and Lethbridge, forcing the band to 
return cross-country non-stop on.a 
bus full of guys with no necks and 
tractor caps talking loudly about 
how different things were in the 50s, 
and drunken fruit pickers playing 
heavy metal on their walkmans with 
the earphones off. 


by Gerard Van Herk STILLS 


Hi. This is the bit where we usual- 
ly tet! you what we’re doing for the 
next little while, but we’re not 
sure so I’m not saying anything. 
Every now and then we Say things 
like, ‘Well, maybe we'll try to play in 
France in the fall,” and then a few 
weeks later one of us’ll pick up a 
paper and see ‘“‘Deja Voodoo is play- 
ing in Europe for three weeks this 
fall!’ So the hell with it. We'll do 
things first and tell ya about them 
later. 

Shows we’re doing for sure in the 
next little while are Waterloo (at the 
University) Oct. 30, Toronto (Cabana 
Room) Nov. 1, the Deja Voodoo 
Barbecue in Montreal Nov. 22, and 
Windsor Nov. 30. We'll try to add on 
some more southern Ontario stuff 
around then. 

Actually, we’ve been pretty busy 
for a band that’s not doing anything. 
We've put a lot of time into the /t 
Came From Canada compilation, 
which | think is gonna be great, and 
we’ve been working on all the legal 
mumbo-jumbo involved in playing 
the US. We’re working on a western 
Canada trip in February, and | guess 
we'll try to do US gigs just before or 
after that. There | go again, telling 
you stuff that isn’t confirmed. 

Our video is finished and it’s pret- 
ty cool. It reminds me of the film 
Return of Dr. X, which is a real 
classic. Humphrey Bogart plays a 
vampire who looks like Robert Gor- 
don as a junkie. It’s great. 

The Jerry Jerry tour went really 
well. We did three gigs with them, in 
Ottawa, Montreal, and Guelph, On- 
tario. Big fun. Sparky, the drummer, 
got arrested in Hamilton for hitting 
a policeman, but aside from that 
things went well for ‘em. If you 
haven’t got the album yet, you’re a 
silly person. 


records 


Records by the Nils and Three 
O'Clock Train are still due shortly on 


the Red Alert label, but have ap- © 


parently been held up because the 
_very famous person who owns the 
label has been told by his accoun- 
tants that he needs to lose more 
money, so they’re doing more recor- 
ding. | had to say that because it’s 
the only record Industry gossip |! 
know. 

Psyche-Industry is really busy 
these days, with three new albums 
due: a mostly-hardcore Canadian 
compilation’ called /f Came From 
The Pit (great title, guys), an LP by 


Montreal HC stalwarts Scum, and 


(finally!) the Condition album Mum- 


bo Jumbo. The Condition LP’s due 
Nov. 4, and despite what Tony says 
it doesn’t sound like Sade. It is a lot 
more accessible than their Dirty 
Business cassette, though: lotsa 


vocals and sax and even guest 
musicians. Good stuff. 


There’s a compilation LP 
(another!) on VOT Records called 
Listen, which is mostly pretty mild 
stuff. Other pop-oriented stuff out 
now includes EPs by Seven Sisters 
and the DiMaggios. 

Terminal Sunglasses have a new 
video out, for ‘Antenna Dilemma,” 
which | like. It’s not as polished as 
their first (“‘Psycho Rail’’), but that’s 
okay by me. 


bands 


Coolest local band right now has 
to be the Gruesomes. | described 
’em last issue as playing ‘‘garage- 
psych’, which isn’t quite true. The 
play garage-punk, really evil stuff. 
It’s mostly covers right now, but 
they’re writing originals, like ‘For 
All | Care,” which is on the /t Came 
From Canada comp. You know the 
scene’s improving when a band this 
cool can do their first show in June 
and by October be playing to a thou- 
sand rockin’ fans. The Gruesomes 
are threatening to release a 45 
featuring their planet-crushing ver- 
sion of Screaming Lord Sutch’s 
“Jack the Ripper.” 

Also threatening vinyl are Ray 
Condo & his Hardrock Goners, 
who’ve at least temporarily lost 
their banjo and a fair bit of their 
country flavour, and have recorded 
some of their wilder rockabilly stuff. 

Look out also for the Syndicate, 
and aggregation (look it up yourself) 
of Montreal hardcore celebrities 
from No Policy, Vomit & the Zits, 
Jehovah Justice Society and even 
the Chromosomes. They do warped 
spoofs of blues and late-60s rock 
and even sludgeabilly, with a song 
called ‘Monsters in my Food.” 
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montreal 


Good reading about the scene 
available in Montreal Mirror, which 
you Can get at a bunch of cool and 
semi-cool locations downtown or by 
writing ‘em at Montreal Mirror, 408 
St-Jacques, N° 42, Montreal, H2Y 
182. 

All you normal-type people who 
aren’t in bands can stop reading 
now, ’cause this is the bit where | 
list info for out-of-town bands, as 
promised last issue. 

Hi, bands! How are you? Here’s 
some stuff. Hope it helps. 
Distributors: Bonaparte Records, 63 
Prince-Arthur E, Montreal. 849-9134, 
Bill or Phil. Distribute across 
Canada and into US. 

Horror Distribution, 155 St-Paui E, 
Montreal H2Y 1G8. 879-9113, Randy 
or Dan. Handle mostly hardcore and 
“difficult” music. 

Retailers: Dutchy’s, 1587 St-Laurent, 
Montreal. 844-6208, Richard. Best- 
known indie/import store, lotsa 
new wave / punk. 

Cheap Thrills, 2044 Metcalfe, Mon- 
treal. 844-8988, Guy or Drew. Lotsa 
40s/50s/60s and indies. 

Other stores that either handle just 
a few indies or about whom | don’t 
know a lot include Phantasmagoria, 
the Bunker, Rebop, and the 
Underground. 

Places to play: Listed from the 
smallest up. Capacities are approx- 
imate. There are other venues, but 
most of ’em involve living here an- 
d or dealing with a rock promoter to 
do. anything in. 

Le Steppe, 5175 Park Ave, Montreal. 
Evans, 270-7641. Cap. 80-120. Band 
pays $20/night for PA, takes door. 
Small but cool. Bands usually play 
3-night stands. No hardcore. 


Station Ten, 2071 Ste-Catherine W, 
Montreal. Mike Mannix, 934-0484. 
Cap. 100-150. Band pays $110/night 
for PA/soundperson, takes door. Oc- 
casionally guarantees band money 
and splits door. Good loud PA. 
Tatou, 3519 St-Laurent, Montreal. 
Louis Leger, 845-4337. Home: 2116 
St-Laurent N° 6, Montreal, 287-9196. 
Mexican-lranian restaurant (honest) 
with bands at night. Formerly most- 
ly blues-boogie, now booking cool 
stuff. Cap. 150-200. Pays cash, 
around $200 a night. Very small PA. 
No hardcore. 
Foufounes Electriques, 97 Ste- 
Catherine E, Montreal. Denis, 
845-5484, or 254-7815 at home. Cap. 
200-250. Band pays $115/night for 
PA/sound & light people, takes door. 
Good loud PA, very hot lights. Turns 
into disco around midnight, so band 
has to stop playing and charging 
around 11:30. 
Rising Sun, 286 Ste-Catherine W, 
Montreal. Rosemary or Glen, 
861-0657. Cap. 200-275. Band pays 
$80/night for not very good PA, 
takes door. Neat sort of place, 
former blues/jazz club. PA is sup- 
posedly being improved late in 
November. Gets a lot of touring 
hardcore bands. 
Radio: No college FM. CRSG, Con- 
cordia Uniersity, Rm. H-647, 1455 de 
Maisonneuve W, Montreal. CFRM 
Radio McGill, 3480 McTavish, Mon- 
treal. CINQ-FM Radio Centreville 
(community), 5212 St-Laurent, Mon- 
treal. CIBL, 1691 boul. Pie-IX N° 402, 
Montreal H1V 2C3 (mostly-french 
community). Also, Benoit 
Dufresne’s New Music Foundation 
on mostly-rock CHOM-FM, 1310 
Greene, Westmount. 

Well, that’s about it. Good luck 
and happy hunting, put us on the 
guest list if you come to town. 
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Deja Voodoo Train is published four times 
a year by Og Music, Box 182, Station F, 
Montreal, Quebec H3J 2L1, Canada. Ex- 
cerpts may be reprinted without further 
permission as long as the source is cre- 
dited. Subscriptions are free! Write to Og. 
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The first time | saw Deja Voodoo | knew the horrible truth—/ was 
going to be a sludgeabilly monster for the rest of my natural and un- 
natural life. Oh, you can laugh, but | warn you, it’s like becoming a 
pod in Invasion of the Body Snatchers or a zombie in Night of the Liv- 
ing Dead: once the evil sets in, there’s no way to resist! Tell your 
children, tell your friends, tell them all, there’s no escape from the 
sludgeabilly monsters! There are only one-way tickets on the Deja 
Voodoo Train! 

It all started four summers ago. I'd just seen the Jam play a 
miserable gig with zero integrity at a suburban cow palace just 
ouside of Montreal. | left throughly disgusted at Weller, when my 
three companions for the evening suddenly got this strange look in 
their eyes—that vacant look that cuts a hole in your skull. Empty 
razorblade eyes that see right through you, slice you in half. 
“Cooooome with us,” they moaned in a distant drone. “You must see 
the Voooodoooo0.” Before | could indulge in my temptation for a sar- 
castic retort, they were clawing at my limbs and clothes, and stuffing 
me into the biggest, blackest Cadillac anybody's ever seen. “Cooome 
to the Voooodooo00,” they said. | said a quick prayer for to get out 
alive, and then everything went black. 

! awoke in a cramped-but-upscale businessmen’s bar downtown. 
My “companions” had me surrounded in the crush. | was inches away 
from two of the evilest-looking boppers I'd ever seen in my sweet, 
Short life. As soon as our eyeballs connected, | felt a sudden twinge 
in my back and a shiver like a worm crawling up my neck. My toes 
turned to cupcakes, my knees to Jell-o, my tongue to stone, and my 
brain to margarine. | was gone. 

There stood Gerard Van Herk, a 6-foot-4 beanstalk of nervous 
energy. he wore an el cheapo imitation guitar with four strings, a vin- 
tage suit, Buddy Holly glasses, and a black plastic bat around his 
neck. (Since replaced by a spider.) Behind a bass drum, three tom- 
toms, and a dead snare was Tony Dewald, covered in black with a 
strand of Caribbean voodoo seeds (that looked like wolf teeth) around 
his neck. 

| felt little clumps of flesh starting to melt and transmogrify all over 
my body! | tried to scream but | couldn't manage even a whisper! 
Then they started playing... 


Van Herk sang like a mutant hybrid of David Byrne and Johnny 
Cash—quirky and out-of-key, like 4 tone-deaf moose. His guitar sound 
was thick and mushy, like a hyped-up, distorted rhythmic grind from 
the primordial ooze, cut with the odd 3-note solo. Dewald went 
Straight into a pod-like trance (no shit!), slamming out edgy hardcore 
beats, boppin’ Diddley-beats, and hypnotic hoodoo-voodoo to beat all 
beats, howling and snarling along the way. | could fee/ my teeth get- 
ting bigger and sharper! My tongue was Starting to sweat! Clumps of 
hair were breaking out on the back of my hands! | tried te.run, but | 
was legless! “What is happening?!?!!,” | screamed to myself. Then | 
heard their cover versions.... 

They did obscure rockabilly novelties like ‘Long Tail Texan’ and 
‘Eager Beaver Baby.’ They did ‘KiliKillKill’, from a Get Smart episode 
where the Groovy Guru tries to control America’s youth by having the 
Sacred Cows play this song. They did a thoroughly boppin’ version of 


Twistin’ Postman,’ the B-side of that old Marvelettes hit ‘Please Mr. 
Postman.’ They did every song ever written with the key phrase “All 
dressed in black,” including an unrecognizable ‘Waiting for My Man.’ 
My face was turning into rubber! | started to salivate uncontrollably! | 
was legless, tongueless, condemned and resigned to whatever hellish 
fate lay ahead! Then they played their originals.... 

‘Sigmund Freud’, a slow and sludgy Trash grind with lyrics like 
“Sigmund Freud/Lived in a void/Where love is sex/And death is 
nasty.” ‘Pyramid,’ a fast shuffle that twists a knife into overachieving 
backs: “What're you trying to do?/What the hell are you trying to pro- 
ve?/Why d’you want to build a py-ra-mid!” ‘Monsters in My Garage,’ a 
monster mash in which Van Herk snarled, snorted, growled, and told 
of a pretty little dead girl who ripped his head off. 

And they did the ‘Lizard!’ their very own dance craze, invented 
when the nervous Van Herk trembled so much on stage that clubs full 
of sludgeabilly monster Voodoo converts claimed it as their own step. 

That was it. The set ended and | suddenly found my legs again—all 
four of ‘em! | growled and made a hunched crawl for the washroom! 
In the mirror was a hairy, snarling beast! The fangs were drooling un- 
controllably, the mane was overlowing, the fingernails were seven in- 
ches long! | reared up my head instinctively and HOWLED! 
“VOOOOODOO0O0O0!!!!" | had become a siudgeabilly monster!! 

! crawled out of the washroom and looked around. | was trapped in 
a club full of hair, fangs and claws! They’d turned ail of us into 
sludgeabilly monsters!!!! We howled as one: “VOOODOOOO!!!” 

..And now, whenever they pass through Toronto, | get this wierd 
look in my eyes...that mile-long stare...keep away from me August 10 
at Larry’s...and if you’re there, you'd better watch out for yourself! 

Sludgeabilly first crept and crawled forth from the primeval slime in 
Montreal, 1981. The duo’s previous band, the Halftones, were rent 
asunder when their singer quit because he wanted a synthesizer in 
the band. The couple then proceeded to steal everything in ear- 
shot—blues, punk, country, R’n’B and garage rock—to create a 
sludgy gumbo of absolute Trash. Their thievery is bare-faced but they 
do show the proper level of respect and acknowledgement of the 
originals. 

“1'll steal a riff from one song and some stupid lines from another 
and Tony figues out some beats to go with it,” says Gerard. “It all 
comes from years of listening to horrible music. There are only 11 
rock 'n’ roll rifts and six chords, anyway. Everything else becomes too 
complicated, and you have to be smart to appreciate good stupidity.” 

The Voodoo have been compared to the Cramps (because of their 
taste for evil Trash) and Suicide (because they're two guys doing a 
warped mutation of rockabilly), but neither comparison is fair or ac- 
curate. If you can imagine some monster sludge stew of the — 
Ramones, Jimmy Reed, Daie Hawkins, Richard Berry, Sam the Sham, 
the Creature from the Black Lagoon, and the Blob, then you're getting 
warm. 

Among their Trash faves: ‘Love Me,’ by the Phantom, ‘Hurt Is All 
You Gave Me,’ by Ike and Tina (huge, evil vocals from Tina, arrogant- 
jerk replies from Ike), ‘Good Rockin’ Daddy’ by Etta James, and ‘Hoy 
Hoy’ by the Collins Kids. Tony, being more into country, also recom- 


mends Hank Williams’ ‘Rootie Tootie’ and anything by Charlie 
Feathers. 

As you can see, Deja Voodoo are two real gone cats. Paragons of 
Cool, they used to tour our frozen north in a 1959 rose-and-white 
Edsel, which they dubbed The Siudgemobile. But the oft-maligned 
hunk of vintage American Trash died when its Universal joint wore 
out. 

“It’s in our back yard now,” says Gerard. “We took out an ad and 
got some people offering $20,000 for ‘mint condition’ and others go- 
ing (whines) ‘I dunno, $1100 is a lot for a car, and it’s not even new.’ 
But the way we treated that car, it’s no coddled collector's item.” 
Possible options for the dead Edsel’s future: becoming a museum 
piece; getting sold for scrap; getting blown up in a video; or getting 
driven through the window of a downtown Montreal discotheque. 

Anyway, now the Voodoo tour across the country—and | mean 
months-long jaunts across the whole country, from Victoria to 
Halitax—via the more modern but less cool services of Greyhound 
Bus Lines. (So far, they've logged about 50,000 miles.) 

But as their transport has gotten newer and squarer, their 
musical/lyrical bent has gotten more vintage and hep-er. 

Early tunes like ‘Freud’ and ‘Surfin’ on Mars’ ran to 60's 
psychedelia psychosis. With last year’s debut album, ‘Cemetery,’ they 
expanded into more songs about monsters and vegetables, and into a 
more 50’s-ish boppin' swing style. They did ‘I Better Think’ about a 
girl who becomes an omnivore (“Eating food that’s not quite dead”); 
‘If Mashed Potatoes,’ which postulates the consequences of said 
potatoes becoming security guards (“They wouldn't be good at calm- 
ing riots/They’d be good with gravy and peas”); and the title track, 
about a cemetery full of footballers killed in a bus crash (“All the 
pallbearers were cheerleaders”). Gerard got a girlfriend and started 
doing songs about boys and girls (‘I Wanna Do Things With You’), and 
as they both started listening to older, weirder stuff, their sound head- 
ed there too. 

Their just-released second album, ‘Too Cool To Live, Too Smart To 
Die,’ is even groovier. “We think it’s our evilest record yet,” says 
Tony. “We recorded it in mono, direct to 2-track,” says Gerard. “It 
cost $27 and three hours worth of time,” adds Tony. “And we used a 
new German metal mastering process so it’s louder and liver,” pipes 
in Gerard. 

“And even real radio stations are playing it.” Including John Peel 
on the BBC, CHOM-FM in Montreal, (CHUM’s sister), and the most 
powerful radio station in the U.S., whose call letters | can’t recall. (On 
Andrea Enth’al’s show.) 

The album is on a new label, Midnight Records, which handles a lot 
of retrograde psychedelia, and loads of cool stuff out of New York. 
it’s a lot shorter than the first record, but not a beat is wasted. The ti- _- 
tie track is a brilliant rave-up about the dilemma raised by that vin- 
tage line, ‘Hope | die before | get old.” it has fine couplets like “Got 
a tombstone mind and an artichoke heart/It you're not afraid of dying 
now’s a good time to start.” 

Then there’s ‘Bo Diddley’s Cat,’ with the “‘shave-and-haircut, two 
bits” rhythm. And how did this boppin’ little tabby come to be immor- 
talized in song? 
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“Well we found a song called ‘Bo Diddley’s Dog’ on a live album,” 
says Gerard. “ ‘Bo Diddley Beach Party.’ It was done in South 
Carolina in front of 3000 drunk idiots in '62 or ’63."" How does he 
know they were drunk and/or idiotic? “From the strange noises 
they're making. Anyway, Bo does dog howls for a couple of minutes. 
‘Owo0000000000h!’ It’s really hot! 

Our version is sort of about people rippin’ off Bo Diddley. Like, “Bo 
Diddley’s cat done got loose/Went uptown and got Biue Suede 
Shoes.” ‘Cause Bo Diddley’s always talkin’ about Elvis having ripped 
him off. We saw him on Don Harron’s show the other day, and he 
says, ‘Elvis stole everything from me!” 

Tony asks, “Have you seen the picture of Bo in this S&M get-up? 
With all the chains...” Before | can howl, Gerard smiles, “Yeah! 
There's an album, something to do with ‘Bo Diddley: Roman 
Gladiator’ and he’s dressed in leather and spikes, and he’s 50 years 
old! With the glasses and everything!" We all crack up, laughing as 
much with the Diddley Daddy as at him. 


Deja Voodoo & Jerry Jerry 


Sing about 
some Thing 


by Renee Tavascia 

Deep in the sludge belly of us all lurks the desire 
to stick pins. Only the locale is the mystery but 
some of that shadow was removed Friday night in 
PCH. CFRU 93.3 presented Montreal’s silly but sly 
Deja Voodoo and opening swingers Jerry Jerry and 
the Sons of Rhythm Orchestra. The dance floor 
was naked for the first part of Jerry Jerry’s healthy 
set. That soon changed and tentative tip toes 
become wailing cattle runs. 

Of the two bands, quintet Jerry Jerry are the bet- 
ter band - a fact Deja Voodoo humbly admits. Both 
musically and lyrically they cover much past terrain 
that is only now being reworked and rediscovered. 
Jerry Jerry have taken early Buddy Holly, and a 
dash of cheery blues and thrown in everything but 
the proverbial kitchen sink. Deja Voodoo have also 
mined older melodies but they use the kitchen sink 
and all the stuff in the drain too. 


skeletons, little green men, and mounties pickled in jars, where you 
can “put things in your nose and drink until you're blind.” 
“It’s a real place, in (Quebec’s) Eastern Townships,” explains 


Gerard. “it’s where people go to buy illicit drugs, and it really is call- 


ed that. No judgement, it's just a song about people getting really 


drunk and stoned and fucked in the head. | haven't been there, but my 


younger brother has.” 
Other hits: The 47-second ‘Bugs for Christmas;’ an acoustic tune 


called ‘Gotta Have Money,’ which may be the best thing—and is cer- 


tainly the coolest—performed on the subject since the old Motown 
chestnut. And a cover version of Rosco Gordon’s legendary ‘Cheese 
And Crackers,’ from which this very column gets its name! 

The Voodoo run their own record label, Og, which provides 
something of an outlet for the Montreal underground, however 
unintentionally. 

“We just put out stuff that we like,” says Gerard. “We're not that 
altruistic,” he adds. “Nothing we put out except for Deja Voodoo 
records has profitted us anything,” says Tony. They pay royalties of 
about a buck an album, or buy the albums from the bands and then 
sell that. 

As you read this, Og should be about to release Road Gore: The 


Band That Drank Too Much by Jerry Jerry and the Sons of Rhythm Or- 
chestra. These boys are worth a howl, if only because the Voodoo in- 


sist that “They're better than us!” Gerard d scribes their music as 


gospel-country-punk-surting-garage, loud and drunk. Very, very drunk. 
“They're the hardest-drinking band in Canada,” says Tony. “During 


a sound check, they drank six cases of beer, then went home and 


took some drugs, drank some, then came back and drank more cases 
of beer and an entire bottle of Jim Beam during one song in their set. 


And they were smoking copious amounts of dope on stage 
throughout the set.” According to Tony, the band members like to 


raise the drummer's cymbal throughout the set, and by evening’s end, 


he has to leap up 12 feet like a basketbal ~* just to hit it! 


Although Voodoo have agreed to do a v.veo for ‘Dr. Stimuli,’ at the 
behest of Midnight Records, Gerard really hates the thought. “I don’t 


like bands who make videos. It seems pointless. Video is a promo- 


Jerry Jerry’s first LP entitled Road Gore was 
well-served with refreshing instrumentation provid- 
ed by thumping guitars rather than the too smooth 
slurp of synthesizers. Their interests include religion 
and the deviations it takes. Songs like ‘‘Hell and 
Back’’ (hell is other people), ‘‘Happy Nun’’ and 
‘Livin’ on Top” (a cheeky salute to U.S.A. 
breweries) inspired hallelujuahs from the crowd. 
‘*You Make Me Blue’’ was a personal favorite with 
its lament to be ‘‘the drone in your hive’. ‘‘Dumb 
Love’s’’ countryish waah waah sounds chided the 
listener as well as almost any country heartache. 
The only thing missing from their set were a few 
more minutes and Tex Ritter - who you wonder? 
Well, get your daddy’s old, torn 45’s and learn a 
thing or two. History has a lot more to tell you than 
you think. 

Deja Voodoo from Montreal feature Gerard Van 
Herk on raucuous rhythm guitar and Tony Dewald 
beating the drums forever. They are a band that 
rarely appealed to me on vinyl but are far better 
translated on stage. They have released two LP’s in- 
cluding the deathly dancy Cemetary and this year’s 
similar morbid morsel Too Cool To Live Too Smart 
To Die. For the most part the melodies are 
monotonous and repetitive. Often on vinyl the 
humour of the songs is @ gun that misfires due to 
muddy production and vocal delivery. In concert 
they are still hard to fathom but a lot easier to en- 
joy. Their songs are furious short pieces leaving 


Then there’s the ‘House of Dr. Stimuli,’ a bopper about a place with 


tional tool for people who watch MuchMusic.” 

“They're the kind of people we don’t want to get,”’ adds 
Tony. They have a different criteria for judging things. And video is 
ouside of the garage reaim, too.” 

But they've just completed a 12-minute black-and-white movie Call- 
ed, get ready...Siudgeabilly Monsters From Outer Space. /’// let Gerard 
tell you about it: 

“Th >se radio and TV waves from 1950’s Earth go out into space. 
They k. 2p going and going until they hit this faraway planet and 
these (0. terspace) people pick it up. And they form this image of 
Earth based on hearing Elvis on the radio and watching Ed Sullivan 
and the Honeymooners. 

“They build these two creatures—that’s us!—to go down to Earth 
and find Elvis and bring him back. We land, and by the time we get 
here it’s 1985, but we don’t realize the passage of time. So we go 
places lookin’ for Elvis. 

“We go to a party and end up playing. And the bouncer picks a 
fight with us—‘l thought you were a little flat in the 14th bar.’ So/ 
take out my handy Earth prase book and say ‘Fuck you’ to him. he 
takes a swing at me, | take a swing at him, and pretty soon we start 
to fight all over the apartment.” 

And one Jason Lebeuf, formerly a U.S. Marine, volunteered himself 
as a stuntman for the fight scene. 

“He did a 3-story fall out of a window twice!,” laughs Tony. “Once 
for the film, and once just for fun,” he explains, cracking up. 

The soundtrack will include ‘Big Scary Daddy,’ ‘Dr. Stimuli,’ ‘Too 
Cool To Live,’ ‘Bugs,’ ‘Bo Diddiey’s Cat,’ and ‘KiffKillKill.’ It'll show on 
video prior to gigs at video-equipped venues, and at better film 
festivals everwhere. 

And so do the odd couple of siludgeabilly—the trembling giant with 
the odd, R-less lisp, and the quiet-but-intense bopper in a trance-like 
state—continue to make their sludgy way through a high-tech world 
they never made, turning us all into sludgeabilly monsters as they go. 

Asked to define Trash, they paraphrase zen philosophy, and shout 
out in unison: “The Trash that can be told is not the Eternal Trash!” 
Truer words were never spoken. 


your feet dancing into silence. Yet they work sur- 
prisingly well as a kind of alternative aerobics 
routine. 

Their witty version of the classic country wailer 
**16 Tons‘ was just one of several highpoints in 
their two sets. Songs like ‘‘Kill Kill Kill’”’ and ‘‘How 
Can I Miss You? (If You Won’t Go Away)’’ were 
greeted with whoopees of recognition by the au- 
dience. At this point the dance floor resembled a 
series of bumper cars vying for highway. The funky 
accoustics of ‘‘Gotta Have Money’’ and the great 
**House of Dr. Stimuli’’ also enjoyed a healthy au- 
dience workout. 


"the fans jitter-bugged and — 
creepy crawled 


Deja Voodoo for all their monotony (which 
makes a bid for intelligent dullness) really know 
what they are about - wandering. in that sludgy 
drain. As Gerard wandered into the masses with his 
skinny shins the fans jitter-bugged and creepy 
crawled. Even after 1:10 am. the voodoo magic 
could not be contained as the band continued to 
thrash. 

They even had enough oomph left to participate 
in all-night bowlathon with friends Jerry Jerry and 
some anonymous Guelphites. Lucky for them they 
are musicians - gutter balls galore abounded! Now 
go out Voodoo gurus and do the lizard.! 


howard druckman==—, 


Too Cool to Live 
loo Smart to Die 


OG Records 


ROM MONTREAL, LAND OF THE OLYMPIC 
-sized cost overrun, one party municipal 
government, and massive fireworks displays, 
comes Deja Voodoo, a band which has nothing 
to.do with any of the above. As their name doesn't 
imply, this dynamic duo are the world’s foremost 


purveyors of sludgeabilly. A musical form created 
by taking two (2) (deux) persons (preferably musi- 
cians), having one play the drums and the other 
play guitar whilst making vocal noises into the 
microphone. The sound created might be des- 
cribed as sounding like a guitar being played 
from the bottom of a lock in the St. Lawrence 
Seaway, backed by a set of drums being played 
by a rhythm loving, caber wielding Scotsman 
from Quebec (or something like that), all topped 
off by a vocal style which might charitably be call- 
ed unique (or honestly labelled as unintelligible, 
even by pop music standards). 

However the fun doesn’t stop here (or is it there 
that it doesn’t stop? ...anyway), because this in- 
trepid pair, Gerald Van Herk, guitar and vocals, 
and Tony Dewald, drums, write songs and (gasps 
of shock from the audience) play them! They play 
them at home, in bars, in clubs, in pubs, in tubs, 
and any other places an audience can be found. 
In one case, however, they played them late at 
night in a studio, in Quebec, in mid-winter. Even 
better someone had the foresight to turn the tape 
deck on. Topping even that though, the good 
folks at Midnight Records (distributors of other 
“Unusual” semi-revivalist acts like Plan 9, the 
Vipers, Fuzztones, Zantees, Wanktones, etc., 
etc.) decided to distribute the end result, which 
was released by the band’s own Og Records 
label 


The end result being one of the thinnest, 
shiniest, flattest pieces of vinyl ever extruded by 
any record plant in the free world. This product 
contains all the aforementioned attributes of Deja 
Voodoo with the added bonus of some helpful 
liner notes and song titles. Also, unlike live per- 
formances, you can have the band play again 
and again those selections of which you are are 
particularly fond. This is done by simply lifting 
up the tone arm of your turntable and placing 
(gently now!) on the vinyl of the record and voila! 
music. Depending on where you drop your record 
needle (sorry...place your stylus) you may hear 
the wonderfully garbled “The House of Dr. 
Stimuli,” or you may hear the wonderfully garbled 


NERVE 
TORONTO 
BRoaTARion, 
GVELPH 


“Take Out the Trash.” 
“Take Qutthe Tash ‘or you may oven Heer the Coecoenets 


In fact, there simply isn’t a poor cut on this 
eight-track album (i.e. it’s a record with 8 songs 
on it...not one of those unrejiable cassette music 
things). However, as the more astute readers will 
have noticed, this band could be said to be a bit 
formulatic. But, like the nifty sensation you get 
when gishing your bare feet into really thick mud 
(and it oozes up between your toes) experienc- 
ing this record can be a deeply rewarding, and 
even a spiritual experience:..for the more mature 
and sophisticated audiophiles among you. 

—Pat Carroll 


Jerry Jerry and the 
Sons of 

Rhythm Orchestra 
Road Gore: The Band 
That Drank Too Much 


Yes, this could be it. If you've listened to while its musical creations may categorize 
Canadian rockabilly acts like the now jt as an ‘alternative’ group, it definitely 


and humorous. (Twelve of the thirteen 
tracks are written by band members, with 
Jerry Jerry himself writing or co-writing 
eleven of them.) 

The record opens with ‘Gospel Surfer’, a 
Link Wray-type instrumental with a neat 
“Brand New Cadillac” - style hook, and 


quickly establishes a lively, fun sound with . 
unes like ““Rhytftm Crazy” and “Color TV”. Terminal 
=rom there, the band goes on to prove that, Sunglasses 
WRAPAROUND COOL 
Og Records 


broken-up Bop Cats with some degree of shares mainstream Albertan values in songs 
satisfaction, but always with the nagging such as the pro-American ‘Livin’ On Top”’ 
notion that there must be something better (of the U.S.A.) and the anti-socialist raveup 
out there, Road Gore: The Band That Drank «Bad idea”. Other catchy rhythms can be rom 
Too Much, the first LP from this Edmonton- found in the hoedown style ‘‘Rancher 
based group, could be the album you’ve King’’, the country-swing feel of ‘‘Dumb 
been waiting for. Be careful, though, Love”, and inthe R & B sound of “You Make 
because there’s no candy floss here. This Me Blue’, a song reminiscent of the 
record features a high-energy, guitar-driven Meteors’ “Love to Death”. 
Allin all, the album is a terrific party from you. 
ranging from gospel and country to old-time start to finish. And, even when in “Livin’ On 
Top”, Jerry Jerry croons that, if he could 
Given that the musical sources the band only get down there, he’d be ‘“‘thankin’ God 
draws on are not particularly original, one for the good ol’ U.S.A.”, it’s nice to know 
can’t help but enjoy the way in which it that this party started right here in Alberta. 


mix of potent rhythms with influences 


rock and blues. 


transcends rockabilly music’s greatest 

barrier: boring lyrics. Without a doubt, what 

gives this disc its special appeal are the 

words to the songs, which are both varied 
These last 2 years the city has seen a 
veritable boom in the indie singles 
market. So we thought it would be cool 
to rut torether a small discography. 
'}ease note that any omission is 
rorely involuntary: Bands are 
encouraged to send promo products at ~ 
po hox 422, station beaubien, montreal 
h2g Jel. 


VAKTOUS ARTISTS 
OS rec og-}. 
This 1983 compilation features the 
pecullarly jagged swing instrumentals 
of Condition: the usual droll primate- 
a-billy from “IPNIGHT recording artiste 
@eja Voodoo; the terribly keatsian 
lament of “My cat rot run over by a 

bus" by the Terminal Sunglasses; and 

the always unwelcomed psycho- intrusions 
of the American Tevices. Comes ina 
folded two-slde sleeve. Neat typing job‘ 


ASFXUALS “Featuring the Asexuals” 

OG rec o@-§5. 1984, 

Rumored to already be out-of-print. 

This first attempt by the Asexuals shows 
why the band is still around: they have 
@pouk and can actually write songs: 

Real neat folded cartoon sleeve. 


APNE OTL "Money/living for the time” 
Artist's label. 1982. 

ALL. girl power pop band that didn’t 
lInnt too long. Unfortunately. Real 
snappy well-groomed a-side with chirpy 
french-accented vocals. B-side's not 
very distinctive, but still smooth. 

One of my faves. Note: what else would 
wimmen write about than money? Oinkt! 
Comes in a proper paper sleeve (blue). 


PINEFRINTS “What you d-serve” +}. 
STARF O1. 1992, 

Melodic synth-pop band that never 
caurht on probably because they weren't 
as danceable as other like bands... 
Nice arrangements to “Down on my sub- 
life". There's a sliehtly paranoid feel 
to the sone. HArd cardboard sleeve. 


“From Montreal...” 


Old address(7) 55 dufferin rd, hampstead prccorns 


quebec, hjx 2x4, 


‘FIA VOOrOO "Monsters in my garage"+) 
Artist's label O01. 19%2. 

Oh nooooo: The first time [TV were un- 
leashed upon unsuspecting natives:... 
The original poster sleeve is way cool’ 
There's a little bit of history on the 
b-side with 3 live tracks from the 
defunct Cat's Paw. It's impossible to 
be cool and not own this record at the 
same time: 


DISAPPOINTED A FEW FEOFLE “fuck with 
Chriet/ We shell die again". Disques 
Noirs 1. 1984, 

Montreal's entry into the 
-Sisters Of Mercy derby features 
de rirueur overwrought ironic-neurotic 
lyrics. Seems to work jn the context. 
Fifective keyboard bit at the end of 
side deux. Addresa: c.p. 870, succ. 


vision 


desjardins, montreal hb 109. 
Folded textured grey duck sleeve. 
Numbered! 
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Engineer: Paul Cardoso 
Producers: Terminal Sunglasses 
the opening cry of 
“Reverberation!” and the 
garage-level instrumental that 
follows, it’s clear -the Terminal 
Sunglasses don’t take themselves 
too seriously, and neither should 


The Glasses are a young 
guitars-bass-drums garage band 
from Montreal. Their debut 
album is, typically, a technical 
nightmare: The mix is thin, 


C.H. Coates 


THE GREAT “MONTREAL SINGLE 


Canaoian a 
MUSICIAN 


EVOL, CALGARY g...8 
EMAAINLINE, ATL. ete 
& oS ii8 


"Ndg" «3. Ndg rec PTX 4503 
1999(7) 
Pirst punk/hardcore band to record. 
Really neat amateurish grunry puitar, 
with lots of distortion. Gruff vocals 
Sometimes get lost: sing in the mike, 
oi: A landmark of sorts. No sleeve. 


ONE HAND CLAPPING 


1982. 


one with writing on 


SCENE 


lse, OHC's 45 is the only 
FE ee ect the matrix: or 


singer Chris Burns sounds whiny 
and obnoxious, and drummer 
George Agetees has trouble 
keeping up with his changes. 

On the other hand, these are 
exactly the sort of charming flaws 
that made garage bands so ap- 
pealing when they first hit the 
pop charts in the mid-'60s. To 
their credit, the Sunglasses have 
used both their talent and lack of 
it to create a varied, engaging 
album with their own distinctive 
stamp. 

“Terminal Theme” is a fast, 
mushy instrumental rocker that 
borrows unabashedly from the 
Ventures and Chuck Berry. 
“Could That Be People Crossing 
My Lawn” sounds like mod-style 
rhythm and blues - all sharp 
seventh chords and accents on 
the “off” beat. “My Cat Got Run 
Over By A Bus” takes a run at ska 
music, while “The A.M. Story” 


Guitarist Lawrence Joseph isa 
main attraction, ranging in tone 
from sludgy, reverbed punk 
power-chords to tinny lead runs, 
in a catalogue of ‘60s riffs. He 
sounds like Jorma Kaukonen of 
the old Jefferson Airplane one 
minute, and like Lou Reed with 
the Velvet Underground the 
next. 

Unlike their unselfconscious 
musical antecedents, the Ter- 
minal Sunglasses write mostly 
about suburbia, usually taking a 
snotty little laugh at the lifestyle 
of Montreal’s own West Island: 
“Suburban Subhuman” gives an 
overview of the teenage 
boredom, “Antenna Dilemma” 
takes on the perrenial obsession 
with television, and “Breakfast In 
A Box” is a sneer at all the fast- 
food neighborhood burger 
chain outlets. 


Address: Og Music 


has droning guitars and coun- P.O. Box 182, 
tryish, if sloppy, harmonies in Station F 
the chorus. Montreal, PQ 
H3J 2L1 
POP STRESS “it's so good to be in 


love/ Neurotic”. 


1981. 


Micatube rec.0001. 


Second indie single on the block 


after the 222s, PS played a handful 
of gigs and lasted only 6 months. 
Fairly snide snotty vocals with 
doors-ish organ made this a monster 
hit way back when: 
to?..... Made in a proper paper 


wer, 
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@ & oa Folded yellow Sleeve, 
¢ © RALPH MASHATS 
4 Q Artist's label. pc 001 
‘ — Wonderfully orig i 
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bomb" 


“QUITE RIDICULOUS NONES 
+3. Artist's label. oF mi. 


Whatever happened 


“noise”, 
mes with free eift. 


Side with a ver 
y li 
ancais. English b-side ie ree 


s8sing lyric; 


"Let me rock you honey" (:) 


- RATIONAL YOUTH 
meilleur des mondes". YL rec 003. 


"Cité hosphore/ Le 


1982. 
Se Gg RY's only single on YUL? Har 
Se color folded sleeve! Pood! ing pei es 
ae a pop never was my fave, but early RY 
ay” had a certain playful side that 
‘ seems lacking these days in any band. 


Neat stereo effects on b-side. “J 
copy has crazy swirls on b-side. 


222 “I love Susan/The first studio 
Rebel rec. 7901. 
Landmark recording actually holds its 
own some 7 years later. Slightly pop 
Tamones-ish. Basement quality of the 


1978. 


record+cheap reverb makes it strangely 
appealing now. Don’t you wish more 
early Mtl bands had done at least one 


45? I do. Fold open red sleeve. | 
(The 2228 released a second “teen 
dream" single on GAMMA 1703, with 
no sleeve: "La poupée qui fait non/ 
Version instrumentale". Nothing 


“angry weather™+2. 
Artist's label. PMR 4511/ OHC 450}. 


y than am radio. Comes in proper paper 
sleeve. 
3 


isin # AVE cs: 


whatever they call it.. Ringing 
auteare ae & fairly haunting quality 
ELECTRIC ROATHES “"1-2-5/Ton't wanna to "The moon is pdlue"--the standout 
know" Aller-Retour rec 01. 1985. track, even if the vocals is en's 

The city’s first (and not the last) Tvan-{eh. And where did they & up 
etab at the current 608 punk-psychede- that producer? (Just a joke: ) 
lic renaissance gets good productions 
professional treatment, mais: how can PALE BIVE “Ruin/Therapy” Chameleon 
they leave out harmonica on" 1-2-5":7:! rec. 001. 19A3. 
It's a sin: Cool folded xerox sleeve. Although Mtl has produced some fine 
(One thing about singles by Montreal efforts, this is sithoxt doe?t my 
bands: they all come in rather well personal fave. At lea age 
designed sleeves: ) Only $00 copies have been presse 

this Fassions/Vel-vet Undergound_ 

NASTY HABITS “Playing in the danrer- derived ditty. Perfectly pervasive somewhat ruined by an ordinary song. 
tone/Cleopatra" Good as Gold rec 926" lyrical romantic mood. Comes in Could have been tons better: Band 

19}. over-sized fold out sleeve with lyrics, is currently all meatal. Grey folded 
Competant female vocals and arranre- 


sleeve. Neat gothic letters:.. 
ments make the a-side work, tho theres 
an uncomfortable resemblance to Pat 
Benatar: Unabashedly commercial rock 
won't blow ya away. Stilla tad tastier 


very earth-shattering.) 


TOP RANKING “Life is not so hard/ 
Conquer". Artist's label. PT 01. 
1934, 

Ska scene should get a boost from this 
post-humous release. Spunky, young and 
bright. Snappy rhythm guitar makes it 
work. 500 cps printed. Paper soft 
sleeve. 


UNRULED “Time is running out" +2. 
Artist's label. UNR-000. 1984. 
A surprisingly good lead hook gets 


My copy had a lyric insert. 


ZYXLON B 
| No escape”. 

4501. 1983. 
There is something rather weird about 
a guy who puts his name 3 times on a 


“Independance % Anarchy/ 
Blizz Neurolick rec. 


La 
T hope it's supposed to be ironic: 


Keen distorted guitars on b-side. 

Folded xerox sleeve with a “matinee 

idol" pic on back. 

adresses: ~=_ 

The more recent hardcore material is 
_ available thru HORROR TISTRIBUTION 
#1. 2002 St Dominique h2x 2x1. 
_ OG po box 182 Station F h3j 211. 
al* ALLER-RETOUR 1631 St Denis h2x 3k} 


~ ‘on 
y ag 8 Pi. PALE BLUE available for 2$ at: 
ag ; a ip oN rs 1444 MacKay, apt 1606, “tl, h3g 2h9 


Gteayic_ Covrne. HAVE : 
A SW6LE Too ,8.T T 


Couton'? FIND irt _ Bunker (new location soon). 


record and bills himself above the band! 


“(also the address for Terminal Sunglasses). 
Some of these can be found at cuteny’® 
on St Laurent or on St Denis or A 


BUY OG STUFF 


It Came From Canada, various artists: Cross-country compilation LP featuring 14 songs by De- 
ja Voodoo, the Enigmas, Jerry Jerry & the Sons of Rhythm Orchestra, Terminal Sunglasses, 
Chris Houston, My Dog Popper, U.I.C., the Gruesomes, Ray Condo & his Hard Rock Goners, 
the Calamity Janes, and the Dusty Chaps. Scary colour monster comic cover, lots of cool 
country, psych, sludgeabilly, western, punk, rockabilly, blues, gospel, and garage stuff. OG8. 
$9 


Road Gore: The Band That Drank Too Much, Jerry Jerry and the Sons of Rhythm Orchestra: 
Thirteen cool punk-gospel-country-rockabilly-blues songs by the hardest-drinking band in 
show business. OG7. $9. 

Too Cool to Live, Too Smart to Die, Deja Voodoo: Evillest record yet by Montreal’s sludgeabilly 
kings. Eight songs, including “Cheese & Crackers” and “House of Dr. Stimuli.” Released on 
Midnight Records worldwide, distributed in Canada by Og. MIRO12. $6. 

Wrap Around Cool, Terminal Sunglasses: Fourteen-song avant-garage wigout LP featuring 
over 45 minutes of psych, including ‘Antenna Dilemma,” ‘Psycho Rail,”’ and ‘My Cat Got Run 
Over by a Bus.” OG6. $9. 

Cemetery, Deja Voodoo: World’s first-ever sludgeabilly LP. Voodoo guys tackle blues, country, . 
rockabilly, garage, reduce them all to a pulp. Nineteen songs! OG4. $9. 

From Montreal, various artists: Seven-song EP featuring Condition, American Devices, Ter- 
minal Sunglasses, Deja Voodoo. Five cuts unavailable elsewhere or remixed. OG3. $3. 

Dirty Business, Condition: Seven urban-primitive swing songs on this 30-minute cassette. 
Combines 40s film soundtracks, jazz, no wave. OG2. $5. 

Gumbo, Deja Voodoo: Seventeen-song cassette. None of the same songs as on Cemetery or 
Too Cool. Garage fidelity. OG1. $5. 

PLUS! ALL THIS DEJA VOODOO STUFF! 

Lapel pin, black on white. $1. 

Too Cool to Live t-shirt. Black on white. Specify S, M, L, XL. $6.. 

Deja Voodoo great big t-shirt. White on Black: XL only. $6. 

Deja Voodoo Trains. One of each, $1. Free with other purchase. 

N° 5: Barbecue, It Came From Canada, Sludgemobile sold, video, tour, Montreal scene report, 
stuff, things, barbecue poster, clippings from Throb, Nerve, Mirror, and more. Fall 85. 

N° 4: Tour, Jerry Jerry, movie, tour poster, stuff, things, clippings from Spin, Gazette, Max 
RnR, Chronicle, Vancouver Sun, Graffiti, What Wave, Trans FM, Mirror. 

N° 3: Too Cool, Terminal Sunglasses, Film photo, Too Coo! illustrated lyrics, stuff, things, clip- 
pings from Winnipeg Free Press, Montreal Gazette, Rockerilla (Italy). 

N° 2: US contract, Sludgemobile dead, Jerry Jerry signed, Deja Voodoo go west board game, 
Get a Hat poster, clippings from Discorder, Open City, Graffiti, What Wave, Montreal Gazette, 
Airtight, stuff, things. 

N° 1: Big live photo, tour, Cemetery, stuff, things, clippings from Link. Max RnR, Trans FM, 
Sunday Express, OP, Concordian, questions gas station attendants frequently ask about Deja 
Voodoo’s Car. 

Makes cheques or money orders payable to: 

Og Music 

Box 182, Station F 

Montreal, Quebec 

H3J 2L1 Canada 


